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The same, perhaps, was scarcely true of their son,
Winston.   A red-headed urchin, he had given a fair
amount of trouble under the mild rule of governesses
and been packed off to school at the ripe age of seven.
But his brief experience as an alumnus of St. George's,
Ascot, was strikingly unsatisfactory.    This preten-
tious establishment, preparatory for Eton, divided its
attentions   between  corporal  punishment  and  the
classics;  and its latest pupil did not take to either.
Nor were its attractions materially heightened by
compulsory cricket and football   After all, he was
just seven;   and happiness was still represented by
games in the nursery with his magic lantern and his
toy theatre and his real steam engine and his collection
of lead soldiers, which had nearly reached a thousand
strong.   But now he was confronted with the sharp
angles of an imitation Public School, where there was
nothing to be done by a talkative small boy, whora his
contemporaries knew as " Carrots," but to dream of
the holidays and count the hours to hiv$ next review
on the nursery floor, varying the monotony by sing-
ing slightly unusual songs on a table in the matron's
room.   He could still take refuge in a book.   How
he enjoyed Treasure Island., when his father gave him
a copy on its first appearance.   But his disappointed
pedagogues were unfavourably impressed both by
the range and variety of his vocabulary and by Ms
apparent eagerness to read anything except the un-
palatable matter with which they presented him;
and this unfavourable impression was energetically
transferred from the teacher to the pupil
The rok of lonely little boy in insurrection against